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Realization 


Author's Notes: 
| wanted to try something a little different so | decided to write this. This is kind of my explanation for the 
hug that Lars and Rob have after playing Invisble Kid on the rehearsal DVD for St. Anger, and for why Rob 


seems to spend a lot of time looking at Lars. Please let me know what you think, good or bad. 


The last six days have been insane for me. | can still vividly recall the panic | felt when Lars came up to me 
and told me that | had six days to learn all the songs off of the new album. We were shooting a rehearsal DVD 
to go along with the CD, so of course | needed to know the songs. 


During those six days my Discman had been my near-constant companion. | felt like | was back in high school 
cramming for finals, except this time | truly cared about what | was learning. The hours | was awake were 


reserved for eating, studying, or playing but it was the hours | wasn't awake that things got interesting. 


| try not to think of my dreams, but of course now | only think of them more. For the past week I've been 
dreaming about Lars, and | don't mean some childish dream where Lars and | are surrounded by candy or 


something. | mean dreams that have me waking up sweating and almost painfully hard. Dreams of pushing Lars 


against a wall, fucking him so hard | see stars. Dreams of me pounding into him, making him scream, making 


him cum. Fuck! 


| shake my head hard, trying to erase the images from my mind. | want Lars so fucking much, but | can never 
have him. I've wanted him since the moment | saw him, when | went for my first audition for Metallica's new 
bassist. He came up to me and introduced himself, then held out his hand. We shook hands, and it was then 
that | realized just how powerful he was. There was an underlying strength in his grip that would surprise 
most people, mostly because he still looked like a child. 


"Rob?" 


He's most definitely not a child though. The main thing I've learned during my time in the studio is that Lars 
really does not like to wear a lot of clothing, and that he is by no means shy. This means that | get to see a 
lot of Lars, which only fuels my dreams. It's all | can do sometimes to resist the urge grab him in my arms 
and never let go. I'm not just in lust with Lars, I'm in love with him, and it scares me to death, for | know he 


would hate me if he ever found out how | felt. 
"Rob!" 


| jump as | feel hands on my shoulders, lightly shaking me out of my own little world that | had fallen into. | 
look up to see Lars’ concerned gaze, and only then do | realize that he must have been trying to get my 


attention. 


‘Sorry Lars, | was just going through my parts, trying to make sure | got it all down in my head" | wince 
inwardly at how lame | sound, but it seems to do the trick as the concern leaves Lars' eyes, and he slowly 
takes his hands off my shoulders and steps away from me. | can't help but feel bereft at the loss of his 
touch. 


| look around and realize that the rest of the guys are here and ready to go. Lars asks me if l'm good and | 
just nod my head and tell him to lead the way to the studio where we planned the rehearsals to be. 


The closer we get the more energy | start to feel, and by the time we get there I'm almost shaking with 
anticipation. | look at Lars and | see that he's not doing much better. He's almost bouncing as we finally reach 
the studio. | walk in and just silently look around for a moment, checking out all the classic Metallica stuff that 
lines the room, and my eyes linger over the head of Lady Justice for a moment. It truly hits me that | am 
apart of the band now, and the adrenaline that shoots through my body almost makes me dizzy. 


| walk over to my basses as | watch James and Kirk getting ready. | look over at Lars to see that he's pacing 
in front of his kit, back and forth, mumbling something but I'm not close enough to hear the words. After 
several minutes we are ready, and the energy level in the room is sky high. The only thought that crosses my 
mind before Lars starts the song is that this is going to be fucking amazing. 


Fuck was | right. We're only halfway through Frantic, the first song and already it's just insane. My part just 


flows from me, all anxiety | had about forgetting anything is gone now, replaced by sheer energy and 
adrenaline. | look over at Lars and almost gape in shock as | watch his tongue flick out, and damn if it doesn't 
make me hard. For a second all | can think about is that tongue in my mouth, on my neck, on my cock, until | 


realize where | am and what the fuck I'm doing. No more looking at Lars. 


We've just finished Frantic and I've already looked at Lars. Fuck that felt good, the song sounded fucking 
amazing. | watch as Lars leaps up from his seat and just screams, oh he's into this alright. | wonder if he 


would scream like that as |..Fuck! No thinking about Lars remember? 


He comes out from behind his kit and paces right in front, all energy and adrenaline and | just want to take him 
right there and then. He walks back to his kit again and he's ready for the next song, hell we all are. Anything 


to keep me from staring at Lars like some lovesick puppy is good. 


James hits the beginning notes to St. Anger, and | don't even need to look at Lars to know what he's feeling. 
Lars gets so fucking into this song its insane, and | know that this will be the best version of this song that 


we've ever done. 


Its like fucking St. Anger on speed man, and I'm having the time of my life. | let my excitement show as | 
scream out the background vocals with Kirk; I've never felt this fucking good in my life! All too soon the song 
is over, and | hear Lars saying fuck, over and over. No Lars, fuck me! The more we play, the higher the 
energy is going and if this is what's it's always like during rehearsals, | can't wait to fucking get to the 


concerts! 


We decided to split the songs into two days, so we start to head into Dirty Window. We're barely into the song 
when | hear James laughing, and look over to see Kirk trying to stand up again. | snicker as he says that he 
was all excited, and then | hear Lars start to laugh while Kirk explains himself, and what a beautiful sound that 
is. Fuck I'm like a fourteen year old girl who has her first crush, forget about all that and concentrate on the 


music! 


Dirty Window is just as insane as the first two songs, only during this time there are little breathers in 
between, which | kind of need right now. | still cant believe the sheer fucking energy in the room, it's like 
there's an angel watching over us, helping us play better then we ever have. | take a quick look around to see 
if I'm the only one fucking blown away by all this, and | see Kirk fucking going crazy, so it's not just me then 
James looks ready to burst and Lars, he's got his tongue out again and my cock hardens instantly. 


Fuck, | do not want play with a hard-on, thank god the song just ended. | walk over to get a drink, thinking of 
horrible thoughts until | can feel my arousal fade a little. | want him so bad, more then | ever wanted anyone 


before. The sheer adrenaline pumping through my body isn't helping, but | feel so fucking alive it's incredible! 


The next song we're doing is Invisible Kid, and | can't wait to start this song. | get so pumped up when | play 
this song it's amazing, it's by far my favorite song off the new album to play. | hear the drums pick up then 
it's my turn to start, and we just immediately tear into the song. 


We're about to reach my favorite part of the song, where the tempo changes and | can't stop smiling now. | 
feel like I'm gonna burst from all the energy rushing through my body as | push myself harder and harder, 
and | can see the other guys doing the same. For a second | look over at Lars, his jade eyes sparkling as he 


pounds away at his drums, its a beautiful site. 


The song overtakes me and | start thrashing my head, my hair sticking to the sweat on my face but | could 
care less as | crab crawl over to Lars, playing right in front of him. He looks up and for a split second our 
eyes lock, and I'm slammed by the heat in his eyes. | can't stay there and as he breaks eye contact with me, | 


go back to my original position. 


I'm trying to figure out what that look in his eyes was, but | can't focus on it, and push it aside to dwell on 
later. Too soon for me the song is over, and | laugh silently as Lars leaps up from his kit again and starts 
pacing. He's so tightly wound up I'm wondering if he's gonna snap. | reach back to pull my hair from my face, 


and when | look up | see Lars coming towards me. 


| hold out my hand and Lars grabs it softly. | pull him towards me as he wraps his arm around my neck, laying 
his head on my shoulder. | place my hand on his back, and shiver slightly as | feel him start to speak. | try to 
pull away, | don't want him to feel what his touch has done to me, but he doesn't move so | put my hand back 
where it was. For several long moments | hold him, elated at the fact that he is finally in my arms. All too 


soon we break apart, and | cry silently at the loss. This moment just proves to me that | can never have him. 


| watch him as he heads back to his kit, and as | pick up my bass, | realize I'm shaking slightly. | look up as | 
feel eyes on me, only to find Kirk staring at me. | cock my head in question, but he just says good job and 
looks away. I'm about to head over to Kirk and see what's up when James picks the beginning notes to Sweet 


Amber, and | settle back into my place. 


Sweet Amber flies by, and then we are ready to play the last song of the day. Up until this point we had done 
the songs in order off the album, but we were changing it here a little. Lars wanted to end the day with Shoot 
Me Again, and | understood why. That song was Lars’ song more then anyone else's, his way of striking back at 
all the people that crucified him when Metallica went after Napster. If all the songs before us had been 


pumped up, then | knew this would blow me away. 


Shortly into the song | hear Lars scream as he hits the cymbals, and now | know for sure that l'm right. | go 
to play in front of Lars again, in awe at the sheer emotion on his face as he pounds away on his drums. He's 


pouring his heart and soul into this song, and I'll be there to match him beat for beat. 


Lars screams again as the song becomes faster, and | hear James and Kirk compensate for the increase in 
tempo as | do the same. Lars is going all out now, no holds barred. He stands up to hit the cymbals, and 


screams again in the momentary break of the song. God | want him so much! 


The song ends with me right in front of Lars’ kit, so | quickly step back as | see him leap up from his seat, 
almost falling over the camera guy that | had forgotten was there. That's the last song that we have to play 
today, and | can't help but wish we would play the other ones today. I'm still so pumped up its unbelievable, and 


the other guys are the same. 


| put my bass back on the wall, and watch as Lars says he's going to head off to his room. | can still see the 
adrenaline coursing through him, and | wonder about how he's going to deal with that. Unbidden, a flash of Lars 
in the shower, one hand on the wall and one hand caressing his cock springs into my mind, and | whimper 


inwardly at the image. l'm about to head to my own room when | hear Kirk calling me. 

"Hey Rob, can | talk to you for a second?" 

| nod and he pulls me over to a more private corner of the room, away from all the cameramen. 
"You want Lars don't you." 


My whole body freezes as Kirk locks eyes with me. He can't possibly know what | feel for Lars, can he? | try 
to think of something to say but all | can do is gape in shock as Kirk waits for me to say something. 


‘Ive seen the way you've been looking at Lars since the day of your first audition. At first | wasn't sure, but 
as time wore on it occurred to me that you wanted Lars. The more | thought about it the more | saw you 


watching Lars, and | knew that | was right." 


l'm panicking inside, and some of my panic must have shown on my face because Kirk's eyes soften, and he 


leans closer to me as he starts to speak again 


‘Lars wants you too you know. As much as you watch him, he also watches you; | just don't catch him as 
much. He's afraid though, and that is why he says nothing. He's afraid to be hurt again, so he is protecting 
himself by keeping quiet” 


"Why is he afraid, | would never hurt Lars!" I'm starting to get scared myself, so to distract myself | let my 
anger through. l'm not sure what Kirk is driving at, but | don't think I'm going to like what he has to say. 


"I know that you won't hurt Lars, but he doesn't. There are many things that you still have to learn about us, 
and it's about time you learned this. For several years, Lars and Jason were together. It started out mostly 
for fun and for release but after awhile it got deeper then that. Lars started to fall in love with Jason, and | 
thought Jason was falling as well. Up until Napster | held that belief." 


Kirk stops talking for a moment and rubs his hands over his eyes, then lifts his curls away from his face and 
begins to speak again. 


"When we sued Napster, the backlash was tremendous. We were vilified by everyone, and many said that we 
were betraying our fans and all of that. You probably know most of that considering it was constantly in the 
news. There is another side to it though. Even though Metallica collectively went after Napster, Lars is the one 
that was crucified by both the press and the fans. James, Jason, and | were mostly safe because everyone 


focused on Uli." 


Kirk stops again and | can tell that this is hard for him, but | need to know what he's getting at and tell him as 
much. He smiles softly and agrees, then starts again. 


"Lars stood up to everything people threw at him, all the insults, the messages posted on our website when 
Napster fans hacked into it, even the fake website reporting that he had been shot. Throughout it all he never 
let anyone see how it affected him, not even Jason. But that's the thing. When the fans came after Lars, Jason 
pulled away and distanced himself from Lars, as much as he could without actually leaving the band. | tried to 
help Lars more, but he refused my help. That is the main reason why | went with him when he testified in 
front of the Senate, for moral support. He had asked Jason to go with him, and Jason had flat out refused to 
have anything to do with it" 


Kirk's voice falters and | can hear the pain in his voice as he relives that time. | remember all the stories and 
the press attention that Metallica had had, but | didn't realize just how bad it had gotten for them. Hearing 
about what Lars went through; it breaks my heart to think that he thought he had to do it alone. 


"| was livid when Jason refused to go with him, and after | came back from the Senate | pulled him aside and 
told him as much. We got into a huge fight over it as | tried to make him see how much he was hurting Lars, 
and it was like he could care less. Months went by and the attention died a little, and only then did we feel that 
we had time to breathe. Lars just kept going though, never stopping to rest and James and | feared that he 


would work himself into an early grave." 


| hear James come up behind me, and | tense as he walks around me to Kirk He softly asks him what's wrong, 
and | hear Kirk tell him what we were talking about. | see James wrap his arms around Kirk's waist from 
behind, and | can feel my jaw drop in surprise. James laughs softly as Kirk once again opens his mouth to tell 


me the rest of his story. 


"We tried to get Lars to ease up, but each time we were refused. There was always something he had to do, 
either prep for our shows, interviews, phone calls, you name it. James tried to talk some sense into Jason, but 
Jason refused to see what he was doing to Lars. Things continued like this for awhile, until everything came to 
a head early the next year, when Jason quit the band. Several days before, Lars had gone to Jason's house to 
talk to him. To this day he has refused to tell us what's happened, though not for lack of trying on our part." 


Kirk stops speaking and | see James pull Kirk tighter against him as he takes up the narrative of the story. 


"Things got nasty when Jason announced that he was leaving. The one thing | did know was that Jason hadn't 
told Lars about his plans to leave the band. Lars tried to convince him to stay, and that's when everything 
went to hell. Jason went off on Lars, insulting him, telling him that Lars was the reason that he was leaving 
the band, that he couldn't stand to be near him anymore. He told Lars that it had only ever been about sex, 
and that if Lars thought it was any different then he was delusional. | flipped out and went to attack Jason but 
Kirk stopped me and told me to look at Lars. He was just standing there silently, not saying a word but it was 
his eyes that scared me. They were cold, lifeless. Jason took that opportunity to leave, and he never looked 


back." 


Yet again the story is stopped as | can see James pulling himself together, and now | realize just how close 
these guys are. They are family, and the love they hold for each other is absolute. When one of them hurts, 
they all hurt, and then they do whatever they can to make it right. I'm shaken out of my thoughts as James 


starts to speak again, and | can only hope that there isn't much more, how much was Lars forced to suffer? 


‘Lars totally shut down after Jason left. He barely talked to us anymore, barely talked to anyone unless it was 
about business. Kirk and | tried to get him to open up but it was like we were talking to a wall. Things continued 
like this for over a month. Lars wasn't sleeping, he was barely eating, and he was loosing weight rapidly. Kirk 
told me that we had to do something, and | agreed." 


James stopped when Kirk cleared his throat, then let Kirk continue telling the story as he nuzzled the soft 


curls against Kirk's neck. 


| couldn't take what Uli was doing, so | set him up. James and | locked him in a room with us, and refused to 
let him out until he talked about it. Lars resisted for hours, not saying anything, or screaming for us to let 
him out. Each time we refused he got worse, pacing back and forth, muttering rapidly in Danish. | told him in 
no uncertain terms that he wouldn't get out until he talked. Lars finally realized that | was serious, and slowly 
started to talk to us. The more he talked, the more emotional he got until he couldn't take it any longer. He 
started trashing the room, and James had to grab him when he went to punch the wall. Lars collapsed to the 
ground crying as James and | held him, and he let everything out. All the pain and anger and rage he felt at 
Jason, at the press, at the fans that turned their backs on him spilled forth." 


Kirk stopped to softly wipe away the tears that had fallen down my cheeks, tears that | didn't realize | was 


crying until then. James started again softly, and | knew we were near the end. 


"Lars broke down that day, and it had been a long time coming. It was far past time for him to let go of all 
the things that he had kept bottled up inside. After that, things started to get better. Lars started to let us 
help him, and we grew even closer to each other. Even throughout it all though, there was a sadness to Lars, 
and | knew that he was wishing that he had what Kirk and | had, he even told us that once. It wasn't until you 
came into our lives that | started to see the Lars that | thought had died when Jason left. He is so much 
happier, more vibrant, and more alive now that you are here. He loves you too, but he doesn't want to be 


hurt." 
"| won't ever hurt Lars, | love him." 


Kirk and | know that, but Lars doesn't. Go tell him how you feel, let him know that you are there for him but 
so help me god, if you hurt Lars you will pay.” 


| gulp softly as | see the deadly serious look in James’ eyes reflected in Kirk's. | know that they mean what 
they say, but there is no need for it. | nod my head slowly, and | see their eyes soften and | laugh as Kirk 

pushes me softly towards the door. | lock eyes with first Kirk then James, and | thank them, for telling me, 
for being there for Lars, and for allowing me to be a part of their family. 


That done | quickly leave the room and head to Lars’, hoping that he's still there. His door is closed so | knock 
softly and wait. Several agonizing moments later the door is opened, and | walk into Lars' room. He's still 
wearing the same clothes as he did for the rehearsal, and | can tell that he hasn't gotten around to showering 
yet. Looking closer | can still see the tightly coiled energy within him. 


"Did you need something Rob?" 


| blink slightly as | hear his voice, yet again I've gotten lost in my thoughts, I've got to stop doing that around 
him. | nod slowly but make no move to answer his question. | can see he's confused but | can't seem to be able 
to say anything. If | can't speak, then | will show him what | want, before | loose all my nerve and everything 
James and Kirk told me would be for nothing. 


| walk slowly over to him until there is less then an inch between us. My eyes lock with confused jade eyes, 
then his eyes fall closed as | cup his face in my hands and lower my head slowly. | softly touch my lips to his, 
encouraged when he steps closer to me and runs his hand up my back and tangles it in my hair. | kiss him 
sweetly, stroking his back in my hands as his fingers caress the back of my neck. | pull away from him only 


when | can no longer breathe, but | don't step away. 


His eyes open to rest on mine, and | can see such fear in his eyes. All | want to do is kiss him again, but he 


steps away from me and | reluctantly let him go. 
"Why? Why did you do kiss me?" 


My heart breaks softly as | hear the pain in his voice, and | see the tears in his eyes. | have to tell him what 
| feel now, because if | don't | won't ever have this chance again. Lars will be lost to me and | will have no one 


to blame but myself. 


"I just did what | have wanted to since the second | saw you. You walked into the room and it was like 
everything else just faded away, and | only had eyes for you. You were so beautiful; | wanted to take you in 


my arms, to claim you as mine. | wanted you so much, and it's only gotten stronger since then" 
Y Y Y yg g 


| see him start to tremble lightly and | hold out my hand to him, but withdraw when he flinches slightly. | look 


into his eyes and | can see him trying to block his emotions from me, its now or never. 


It's not the same now as it was then Sometime during the time that I've been here, I've fallen in love with 
you. The way you can't stay still when you are excited, the way you laugh, the way you move. | was so scared 
when | realized it, because | thought that you would hate me if you ever knew how | felt, so | decided that | 
would never tell you. | couldn't risk screwing this up, risk losing the family that | have only recently gained. It 
wasn't until after the rehearsals that | realized what | was walking away from.’ 


The whole time I've been speaking, | have been staring at the floor, too scared to meet his eyes. That's why | 
jump when | feel his hand on my chin, slowly tilting my head until his eyes lock with my own, and | can see his 


tears and more, the love in his eyes. 
"Kirk talked to you didn't he?" 


| must look like a fish out of water what with my mouth hanging open. He laughs softly and cups my cheek in 
his palm, stroking his thumb back and forth. | just nod dumbly as | continue to stare at him. 


"m glad that he did." 


With that, Lars slowly closes the space between us and reaches up softly, closing his lips over mine. His arms 
wrap around my neck as my hands slide down his back to his ass, gently cupping the globes and picking him up, 
smiling softly as | feel his legs encircle my waist. | walk us over to the couch and lower him gently down, 
breaking the kiss as | settle softly at his side. We move so that I'm on my back with Lars curled up against 
my side, his left leg tangled with my own and his head resting over my heart. | stroke his hair softly as | hear 
him sigh against my skin, and then he raises his head so that | can see his eyes. 


"| love you too." 


| smile softly as he gently kisses me, then lowers his head to rest once again over my heart. My arms tighten 
around him as he is lulled to sleep by my heartbeat. | look down at him, and now | know that | am finally home. 
Ill love you forever my little Pixie, | promise as | too am lulled to sleep. Nothing can ever come between us, 
for now we are family, as it always should be. 


